MARK   TWAIN
On the day before Christmas, in the midst
of her busy and loving preparation of the
Christmas tree, Jean was suddenly stricken
dead. On Christmas night her body was
carried away to be buried beside her mother
at Elmira. ' From my windows,' wrote her
father, * I saw the hearse and the carriages
wind along the road and gradually grow vague
and spectral in the falling snow, and presently
disappear. Jean had gone out of my life and
would not come back any more.'
Next day there was a great storm of driving
snow. He looked out on it. * They are bury-
ing her now at Elmira,' he said. * Jean always
loved to see a storm like this.' For Mark
Twain this was the end.
He had not long to wait. In January of 1910
he went back to Bermuda, writing home cheer-
fully enough to Howells and the Mr. Paine
who had for years past been preparing his
biography, and to his daughter Clara. But he
was a stricken man. There was trouble with
his heart, and he had lost the will to live.
Each of us, it seems, lives, as apart from
accidents, as long as we want to, but the time
comes when we don't want to. So it was with
Mark Twain. When the time came to leave
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